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BROTHERHOOD 



BY RUTH MCENEKY STUART 



What's become of the Star in the East? 

Has battle-smoke of wars 
Obscured its beam in the crown of night, 
While doomed men in red-darkness fight 
(With a groping sense of wrong or right) 
And clench and die, by the lurid blight 

Of the bloody eye of Mars? 

Where are the reverent wise men gone 

Who followed the Bethlehem star? 
Did they flee in fright from its gleaming road 
When dim at its end the dark cross stood? 
Have they lost their way in the bleak, black wood? 
Have they ridden to hounds and tasted blood? 

Are the "Wise Men" gone to war? 

Where is the little manger-bed 

Where the Prince of Peace was born? 
They found it lost in slime and weeds, 
Where pestilential famine breeds, 

And they've made it a trough where the war-horse feeds, 
In a stable "reclaimed for his country's needs," 

By a lord of war and scorn. 

Where are the flames of prophesy, 

Lighted at Pentacost 
To flash Love's word through every tongue? 
In conflict's Babel, all unstrung, 
Are theirs the alien curses flung 
Across grim battle-lines — which rung 

As taught of Holy Ghost? 
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Where's the Virgin Mother now? 

Who bided last at the cross? 
Behold, she waits as she waited then, 
Her soul in travail of birth again, 
For every woman's a mother of men, 
And each her son, when a man is slain, 

Be she maid in her vestal floss. 

Where are the angel guards who said, 

"He is risen from the tomb"? 
With wings adroop and joyance fled, 
Low on his breast drops each his head 
In sorrow? While he moans instead, 
"Despair, man, thy Lord is dead; 

His grave thy final doom"? 

Ah no,- joy, no! Love's star still gleams 

Above Faith's hostelry 
Where God-in-man's enshrined for aye; 
A living world keeps Easter Day; 
Star-led, come wise men still to pay 
Rich tribute in their newer way 

To haloed mystery. 

Anointing thus the long-foretold, 

By star of Love enticed, 
Crowning the lowly "bastard son 
Of unwed virgin, stable-born," 
As King — by prophesies forerun — 
Came out the wise men, every one 

Himself a healing Christ. 

To heal, to lift, to bind, to save — 

Ordained to ministry 
By laying on of infant hand, 
Come still earth's little faithful band 
Of those who love and understand 
The brotherhood of man — on land 

And sailing every sea. 

What matter, Teuton, Slav, or Gaul, 

Or Anglo-Anything, 
H this^ their watchword, be not lost 
Through tongues confused and kinship glossed? 
Heaven send another Pentecost, 
Till brotherhood all tongues has crossed 

From peasant unto king. 
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The little brother to the Czar — 

The serf in battle slain, 
Conscripted oft without his will 
In able manhood — fit to kill — 
And his frail comrade, weak and ill, 
Retained the heavy lands to till — 

Both brand their king as Cain! 

If first and best are sacrificed 

And epileptics thrive, 
Begetting of their feeble strain 
In pale successors of the slain 
Whose sons within their loins have lain 
In soldiers' trenches — whence again 

Will virile men arrive? 

Why not send idiots to fight? 

Conscript the leper camps? 
Wipe out the White Plague on the field? 
Soldiers of courage it would yield! 
Perhaps our murderers might be healed 
By overwork — and kindly shield 

From prisons' gloom and damps. 

If kill we must, let's wisely kill, 
Cast out the world's "unfit"; 

Force paupers to "a noble chance 

To win renown," with gun and lance; 

Insane asylums would advance 

All needed generals — and dance 
With glee, "to be in it"! 

But now's no time for cap and bells 

(Though fools' words oft are good!). 
Father of mercy, grant surcease 
Of strife, and send a quick release 
To men in bonds to kings' caprice; 
Let all earth's travail bring forth peace 
Conceived in brotherhood. 

Ruth McEnery Stuart. 



